BART'S

because he was a professor of mathematics, he was
allowed as a special favour to keep by his bed.
For the rest, he had one small drawer, for books,
and one spare suit of pyjamas. They say that
nuns are happy. Well, this man was happy,
with one small drawer and a dressing-gown for
all his domain.

He had been deprived even of his will. His
entire duty was to do as he was told. Rosy, full-
faced, rather bald, he was as cheerful as a careless,
healthy child. He related how for two days he
had silently wondered why salt was not served
to him with boiled eggs. At last he had dis-
covered, by chance, that the salt was put in the
egg-cup under the egg. No one had told him.
No doubt the nurses had assumed that everyone
would know a thing like that!

The ward was fairly large, and contained a
variety of cases. I saw a small boy of 6 or 8
years, suffering from rickets, imperfect appendix,
and other troubles, being led out by a nurse.
There was pathos here. But to my relative
rickets and troubles of the appendix were com-
mon and totally uninteresting diseases. Whereas
his disease was a genuine and exclusive curiosity,
and doctors came specially from distant parts of
the hospitals, walked through miles of corridors,
in order to inspect him. He at once became
intimate with doctors.

When I left the hospital the king of the porters
nodded to me as an old friend. I stood outside,
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